
Pavilion 

It Is hot in this wood pavilion 
with a metal roof. 
It is mid-afternoon. 
It is August in Nova Scotia. 
There is no wind. 
 
There are close to one hundred of us. 
We are dressed in white. 
We sit in silence, 
allowing our mind to express its self 
while we do not take sides. 
 
In front of us are pictures 
of noble beings who have 
done this same contemplation 
for centuries. 
They witness our practice. 
 
Time seems to have stopped. 
There is nowhere to go 
and nothing to do. 
 
May we return to that pavilion 
whenever we are distracted 
from the profound view. 
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How is it that 

How is it that 
absolute and relative truth 
are inseparable. 
 
How is it that 
teacher and student 
are inseparable. 
 
How is it that 
I can sit in my apartment 
in Nova Scotia 
on a warm and sunny day 
in June, 
alone, 
and see and listen to 
my teacher 
clearly articulate 
the most profound teachings 
on the nature of reality 
and the path of enlightenment. 
 
How is it that 
in Nepal 
there always seem to be 
barking dogs, 
squeaking doors 
and obtrusive attendants.   
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Over the Ridge 

As soon as we came over the ridge 
we could feel the energy 
of the Guru, 
the energy of the lineage. 
 
The lineage holder was not in this valley 
that stretched out before us, 
but in the next one, 
in a retreat cabin 
on the side of a steep hill. 
Yet we could feel the energy of the lineage. 
 
It had been several years 
since we had felt this energy 
so strongly. 
 
We had felt glimpses of this energy 
in dreams, 
in conversations with Vajra siblings, 
in moments of inspiration. 
 
But now, descending into this valley 
and looking ahead to climbing 
the next ridge, 
and then climbing down 
into a high meadow 
where we would sit down 
in view of the retreat cabin 
where the lineage holder is practicing, 
with those thoughts, 
those expectations, 
the intensity of the lineage energy 
becomes overwhelming. 
 
A piercing headache 
and clenched jaw. 
Conceptual mind struggles 
in a panic 
to preserve the created self, 
but the mirror of the lineage energy 
reveals the inseparability 
of the student, the teacher 
and the lineage. 
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The Newspaper 
 
The newspaper is on the floor 
in front of the door 
to our neighbours’ apartment 
just down the hall. 
 
Like all of us 
in this four story, 
ninety-eight unit building, 
she is over 55. 
 
In her case, 
well over 55; 
37 years over. 
 
The newspaper is delivered 
to her door early in the morning. 
Usually she brings it in 
by 9 or 10am. 
 
But for the past week 
it has been there 
in the hallway 
most of the day 
until a friend, 
who lives just down the hall, 
takes it. 
 
Today that friend 
told us 
that our 92 year old neighbour 
is in the hospital. 
Apparently she doesn’t like 
being there 
but they suspect she has pneumonia. 
 
As usual with people 
who are old, 
we don’t know when, 
or if, 
she will come back 
to take in the newspaper 
each morning. 
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Contemplation 

 

In the conversation 

they talked about 

the profound view 

of Basic Goodness 

and the experience 

of holding the space. 

 

Later he wondered 

if it was possible 

to hold the space 

without holding the view. 

(Probably not?) 

 

Then he wondered 

if simply holding the view 

was not only necessary 

to hold the space, 

but, as well, sufficient, 

(Probably?) 

 

Perhaps there is 

no separation 

between 

the suchness 

of the view 

and the sacredness 

of the space. 

 

An interesting 

contemplation 

in any case, 

(or maybe not). 
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Assumptions 

 

In this materialistic world 

efficiency guides our conduct. 

The goal is to maximize 

productivity 

and minimize effort. 

Hence, we act quickly 

and set short-term goals 

that we know are possible. 

Thus, we fail to address 

fundamental issues. 

 

As our social systems 

deteriorate, 

we seem unable 

to even examine 

our most basic assumptions, 

encapsulated in 

the materialistic paradigm. 
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